gr$en light and get to work our dear patrons won't have any food to
eat to-day."
" Which reminds me," Julia said. " I want the money back that I
paid for that door. I'm going to need a trousseau."
"When?"
"Before May fourth."
" Not a chance."
" I've got to have it."
" Nothing doing. We're not going to pull anything out of the
business this month. We're running close to the edge after that pay-
ment we made to Rufus."
James scattered the storm. "I think it's my job to buy the
trousseau."
" How can you afford to? " demanded Mary. " Have you seen the
electric bill this month? And the gas bill? Besides, the windows
and doors need painting------"
" Oh, I guess I'll manage," James interposed cheerfully.
Julia stared at her mother.   " Not any good wishes for me, ma? "
Mary looked calmly at her eldest daughter. As usual, James had
taken the matter out of her hands. There were times when she felt
that she scarcely figured in the lives of her adventurous children.
"Well," she said grudgingly, "you're getting married awful soon,
it seems to me, but as there'll be plenty of money behind you, you
vfen't have the hard time that I've had."
" She wants to hook him before he can change his mind," Jimmy
put in quickly.
" It's a blessing he has so much money," Mary approved. She laid
a plate of bacon in front of James. " Maybe he could pay you back
for the trousseau------"
"Mary!"
" Ma! " gasped Gabrielle.
'"   Mary's, cheeks took on dull colour.   " All of you think we're made
of money."
" Oh, ma! " groaned Jimmy. " What are you grousing about
now? Aren't we all doing well at the Coachman's? Aren't we almost
out of the red? And now Julia's stepping into the millionaire brackets.
Be thankful for something." He turned to Julia. " Come on, Mrs.
Rich Britches, you're still in the grindstone class. We've got to figure
out somebody to take over while you're gone."
" Gone? " echoed Rene.
" On her honeymoon, stupid."   Jimmy eyed Gabrielle speculatively.
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